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Born. Angry, sweetheart ?
Lady B. I am angry with myself,
To be so miserably restrained in things.
Wherein it doth concern your love and honour
To see me satisfied.

Bor?i. In what, Aretina,
Dost thou accuse me ?    Have I not obeyed
All thy desires ? against mine own opinion
Quitted the country, and removed the hope
Of our return, by sale of that fair lordship
We lived in ? changed a calm and retired life
For this wild town, composed of noise and charge ?
Lady B. What charge, more than is necessary for
A lady of my birth and education ?

Born. I am not ignorant how much nobility
Flows in your blood : your kinsmen great and powerful
I' the state : but with this, lose not you memory
Of being my wife.    I shall be studious,
Madam, to give the dignity of your birth
All the best ornaments which become my fortune;
But would not flatter it, to ruin both,
And be the fable of the town, to teach
Other men loss of wit by mine, employed
To serve your vast expenses.

Lady B. Am I then
Brought in the balance ?    So, sir!

Born. Though you weigh
Me in a partial scale, my heart is honest,
And must take liberty to think you have
Obeyed no modest counsel, to affect,
Nay, study ways of pride and costly ceremony:
Your change of gaudy furniture, and pictures
""Of this Italian master, and that Dutchman;
Your mighty looking-glasses, like artillery,
Brought home on engines; the superfluous plate,
Antique and novel; vanities of tires ;
Fourscore-pound suppers for my lord, youx kinsman,